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FOR THE ROSE BUD. 
Dear Mrs. Editor, 

If you think the following IRISH 
TALE worthy a place in your inte- 
resting little paper, it is at your ser- 
vice. A FRIEND. 

“In ancient times, when 
flowers, and trees, and fairies 


were on spaking terms, and | 


all frindly together, one fine 
summer’s day, the sun shone 
out on a beautiful garden, 
where there were all sorts of 
flowers that ye could mintion, 
and a lovely but giddy fairy 
went sporting about from ove 
to the other, (although no one 
could see her ‘because of the 
sunlight,) as gay as the morn- 
ing lark. Then’‘says the Fai- 
ry to the Rose—‘Rose, if the 
sun was clouded and the storm 
came on, would you shelter 
aud love me still?” ‘Do you 
doubt me?’ says the Rose, and 
reddened with anger. ‘Lily,’ 
says the Fairy to another love, 








wo nrc eo 


‘if the sun was clouded anda | were few other flowers, ye used 


storm came on, would ye shel- | 
ter and love me still?’ ‘Oh, 
do you think I could change? 
says the Lily, and she grew 
still paler with sorrow. *Tu- 
lip,’ saidthe Fairy, ‘if the sun 
was clouded and a storm came 
on, would ye shelter and love 
me still?? ‘Upon my word,’ 
said the Tulip, making a very 


gintlemanlike bow, ‘ye’re the | 


very first lady that ever doubt- 
ed my constancy.’ 


think of her kind and bloom- 
ing friends. She revelled a- 
way for a time, and then she 
thought of the pale blue Vio- 


let that was almost kivered . 


with its broad green leaves; 
and although it was an ould 
comrade, she might have for- 
gotten it, had it not been for 
the sweet scent that came up 
from the modest flower. ‘Oh, 
Violet,’ said the Fairy, ‘if the 
sun was clouded and a storm 
came on, would ye shelter and 
love me still?’ And the Violet 
made answer, ‘Ye have known 
me long, sweet Fairy, and in 
the spring time, when there 


So the | 
Fairy sported on, joyful to | 





| 





to shield ye from the cold blast 
under my leaves. Now ye’ve 
almost forgotten me—but Ict 
it pass—try my treth if ever 
ou should meet misfortune— 
ut Tsay nothing.” Well, the 
Fairy skitted at that, ‘and 
clapped her silvery wings, and 
whisked, singing off, on a 
sunbame; but she was hardly 
gone, w hena black cloud grew 
up out of the north, all ina 
minit,and the light was shroud- 
ed, and the rain fell in slash- 
ings like hail, and away flies 
the Fairy to her friend the 
Rose. Now, Rose,’ says the 
Fairy, ‘the rain is come, so 
shelter aud love me still.’ ‘I 
can hardly shelter my own 
buds,’ says the Rose, ‘but the 
Lily has a deen cup.’ Well, 
the poor little Fairy’s wings 
were almost wet, but she got 
tothe Lily. ‘Lily,’ says she, 
‘the storm is come, so shelter 
and love me still.’ ‘Pam sor- 
ry,’ says the Lily, ‘but if I 
were to open my cup, the rain 
would bate in like fun, and I 
would be crushed to the earth; 
the Tulip has long leaves.’-— 


No. 44. 
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Well, the Fairy was down- 
hearted enough, but she went 
to the Tulip, who she always 
thought a most sweet spoken 
gentleman. lie certainly did 
not look as bright as he had 
‘done in the sun, but she wav- 
ed her little wand, and ‘Tu- 
lip,’ says she, ‘the rain and 
storm are come, und | am ve- 
ry weary, but you will shelter 
and love me still.’ ‘Begone,’ 
says the Tulip; ‘be off,’ says 
he. ‘A pretty pickle I should 


be in, iff let every wandering | 


scamperer come about me.’ 
Well, by this time she was 
very tired, and her wings hung 
dripping at her back, wet in- 
deed; but there was no help | 
for it, and Janing on her pret- 
ty silver wand, she limped off 
to the Violet; and the darlint 
tittle flower, with its blue eye, 
that’s as clear as a_ kitten’s, 
saw her coming, and never a 
word she spoke, but opened 
her broad green leaves, and 
tcok the wild wanderer to her 
bosom, and dried her wings, | 
and breathed the sweetest per- . 
fumes over her, and sheltered 
her until the storm was clane 
one. ‘Then the humble Vio- 
Tet spoke, and said, ‘Fairy 
Queen, it is bad to flirt with 
many, for the love of one true 
heart is enough for earthly 
woman or fairy spirit; the 
ould love is better than the 
gay compliments of a world 
of flowers, for it will last when 
the others pass.’ And the 
Fairy knew that it was true 
for the blue Violet; and she 
contented herself ever after, 
and built her dowoy bower 
under the wide spreading Vio- 
let leaves, that sheltered her 
from the rude winter’s wind 





aad the hot summer’s sun, and | 


to this very day the Fairies 
love the Violet Beds.’’ 
Charleston, June, 1833. 








FOR MY 
Youngest Readers. 
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SHE BIR TR-DAY. 











Try me, father, try me, 
And mark me on the wall; 

Let Jittle Sis stand by me, 
And see if I’m not tall. 


Hear me, mother, hear me, 
How very well I read; 

Ah, now, you need not fear me, 
i know I can indeed. 


Come, meet me, brother, meet 
me, 
Aud let us run a race; 
Last year you used to beat me, 
In every little chase. 


Maumer,* you need not mind 

’ me, 7 
T-am not so very smal, 

That you must walk behind 


me, 
To catch me if I fall. 


Why, what can make me grow 
so 
And talk in such a way? 
I’m a man, and you must know 
so 
For I'm five years old to- 
day. 


*Name for negro nurses. 








FOR THE ROSE BUD. 


Mrs. Editor, 

I take the liberty of send- 
ing you the following lines, 
which I received, accompa- 
nied with the best of books, 
a Bible, a few days since from 
Miss E H , ayoung 
lady of 13. Whether they are 
original or not, [ am aot able to 
judge, being quite young my- 
self,and not having read much, 
but as the present is one’ of 











great importance, I should like 
tosee it recorded inthe Rose 
Bud. 

The Bible was purchased 
by her with Sunday Schvel 
tickets—I should be very 
much pleased if you would 
write a verse or two for me, on 
the subject of my first pres- 
ent—as I do not feel myself 
competent to the task. 

JULIA. 


May heaven’s pure spirit touch thy 
youthfal heart, 

And guide thy steps thro’ life’s event- 
ful lot, 

That when from this illusive scene 1 
part, 

And in my grave lie mouldering and 
forgot, 

This,my first gift, like golden liak may 


oin 


J 
‘Thee to that Angel band, around the 


throne divine. E— H—. 


Jui shall be answered in 
afuture number. ' Ep. 





FOR THE ROSE BUD. 
Squirrels, 
Mrs. Editor, 

The following account of 
the subject to which you refer- 
red in No. 39, is copied trom 
Goldsmith’s Natural History 
abridged by Mrs. Pilkington, 
containing a description of the 
manner in which squirrels 
cross the water, when obliged 
to retreat from the severity of 
the winter.—Yours &c 


A SCHOOL GIRL. 


“In Lapland and North A- 
merica, squirrels change their 
habitation at the approach of 
winter: & travellers of knowe 
veracity positively declare, 
that thousands migrate in a bo- 
dy at atime; neither rocks, riv- 
ers, nor forests impede them; 
and if they find the waters 
tod wide for them to attempt to» 
to pass, the whole company 
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return to some neighbouring . 


forest, to provide themselves, 
separately, with a piece of 
bark. In this manoer the lit- 
tle fleet put out to sea, each 
fanning the air with its bushy 
tail; but it often happens, that 
these adventurous mariners 
are onable to contend with the 
fury of the waves, and, in- 
stead of reaching the wished 
for port, are suddenly en- 
tombed in a watery grave. 
Their liteless bodies are 
washed upon the shore, and the 
Laplander seizes them asa 
desirable prize; for their flesh 
is esteemed a; a great delica- 
cy, and he disposes of their 
skins for a small trifle.”’ 





“Miss Lucy Dash’s Bed Room. 


You can give a pretty good 
account of her clothes, with- 
out vpening her drawers, as 
she generally thrusts them on- 
ly half way in. 

Her bonnet is thrown care- 
lessly in her bandbox, and the 
cover is never completely 
closed. 

If called up in a hurry, she 
never knows where to find the 
article she took off when un- 
dressing . 

A box of tooth powder lasts 
her a fortnight; not because 
she uses, but because she 
spills it. 

She never puts the soap in 
the china staud, but lays it on 
the polished mahogany, as 
you may see by the white 
stains. » 

She leaves her candie burn- 
ing, where the grease can 
run onthe floor or table. 

She was once known to take 








a book and light, uader the 
mosquito net. 


She always lights one lamp | for them. We cannot believe, how- 


° =. 


by another, instead of using an 
alumet, or piece of paper, and 
of course, spills the oil. 


“ Méditutions Religieuses.”’ 

This work, translated from 
the German into French, is 
not yet reprinted in America. 
We have no doubt, that a 
translation into English would 
be popular. Its simplicity, 
purity, and adaptation to the 
common wants of the heart, 
giveitaclaimtobe so. Our 
limits will only allow us ana 
occasional extract. 

The author dedicates his 
**Méditations” partly to youth. 

‘Je vous les consacre, 6 
jeunes gens desdeux sexes, qui 
entrez dans.le monde avec une 
joie mélée d’inquiétude, et qui 
n’avez pas encore manqué, 
par une négligence coupable, 
a la meillure partie de yous- 
mémes.”’ 


“La religion d’enfance — 


Voulez-vous inspirer a votre. 


enfant de la vénération pour 
Dieu et pour la religion? que 
te respect pour la religion, et 
la crainte de Dieu, soient em- 
preints dans vos discours et 
dans votre conduite. Ne pre- 
nez jamais en vain le saint 
nom de Dieu; ne vous mon- 


trez jamais indifférent pour le | 


culte public; ne manifestez ni 
legérete, ni distraction, pen- 
dant vos occupations pieuses.”’ 


Ee 


CHARLESTO?: 
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Tne Cosmopulitan. 

Another number of this interes- 
ting Uccasiona! is about to be issued 
from the press of Mr. Estill. 

‘Lhe animated and varied style of 
the first, renders it attractive even to 
the young. ‘The thoughts are gener- 
ally as pure as if they were penned 


ever, that we owe those talented j- 
deas, brought out on such fine paper, 
and clear type, to ‘*‘Whiskey punch’’ 
or even “‘Sherry.”’ We have a fan- 
cy, that the —— in the Cosmo- 
litan, and Blackwood too, arises 
rom a nobler source, and wé should 
like to give honor, where honor is 
due; even to “immortal mind.’’ 


Yesterday the 28th. was the An- 
niversary of the battle at Fort Moultrie, 


Productive Grape-Vine.—The 
Grape-Vine of Mr. Willis, who re- 
sides at Oxford, on the Eastern shore 
of Maryland, has been frequentl 
noted for its great productiveness. It 
is but seven-years old. On the 6th 
of May last, filly-four theusand, four 
hundred and ninety bunches were 
counted upon it, besides several thou- 
sand young bunches which appeared 
to be coming out. 








FOR THE ROSE BUD. 

Lunar Eclipse. 
The Moon will be partially eclips- 
ed on Monday evening next as follows: 


Bexins—July 4, ot Sh 41m. 35s. invisible. - 
7 


Selene’ South of 06 00 visible. 

cliptic Opposition, 7 18 20 

_— = s 19 “ 

End, - n -t 7B: ,, 

Digits eclipsed, 101-4 ,, 
C. 








TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
Remittances from Abbeville,S.C. 99; 
from Augusta, Ga. 1¢$; from George- 
town, 8. C. 10%. 


SCHOOL THEMES, &c. received. 
———————- 


Office Board of Health. 
Return of Deaths in the City of 
Charleston, from the 16th to the 
23d June. 

















ites. || Bi’s.& Col. 

DIED OF | Ad's | C’.|| Ad'ts. | Ch'n. 
Abs. of Liver,, 0; 11; 0 6 
Consumption,; 1/90 | 0 0 
| Fev. Country,|} 5 | 0 0 @ 
Do. Worm,| 0 Oj] 0 1 
| Teething, 0; 0;}| ® 7 
Who. Ccash,| 0} 0]| O | 1 
Violence, 0; Oj] 1 0 

















6j]i jj 1] 3 
Wurres 7. Buacks and Cor- 
orev 4.—Total 11. 
Four under 1 year; two between 
10 and 20; three between 20 and 30; 
one between 50, and 60; and one 63 








years of age. 
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CRLGLNAL ROBLEL's 








FOR THE ROSE BUD. 


Qh! for Scotia’s mountain breeze 
In this sultry, Southern June! 


Though all above looks bright and fair. 
There’s not a breath in earth or air; 
The very birds forget to sing, 

And languid droop the weary wing, 
Or fluttering in their little nest, 

Seek "neath the boughs, a shady rest. 


Qh! for our own dear mountain breeze, 
In this sultry, Southern June! 


Weak and languid are our powers, 
Weary seem to all, the hours, 

The flowers exhale a rich perfume, 
But wither in their early bloom; 
Shrinking to meet the burning sun, 
Their day of beauty soon is done. 


Oh, for our own dear mountain breeze, 
When the months of Summer come! 
Here we dread the lurking danger, 
Which will seize the hapless stranger, 
If he dare the woods to roam— 

How unlike our own dear breeze, 
There we leave the stifling town, 

To breathe the air with rustic clown. 
Oh, for our dear mountain breeze, 

In the month of fragrant June! 

The heather grows on mountain side, 
Where the bold le loves to bide; 
The lily seeks the lonely glen, 

Far from the haunts of busy men; 

The fragrant primrose scents the lawn, 
Where sportive frisks the bounding fawn. 


Oh, for our dear mountain breeze, 
Where hill and valley breathe perfume! 
There blooms the modest tippet flower, 
Emblem of life in chijdhood’s hour; 
There the violet grows the best, 

Near the linnet’s lowly nest; 

There the lavrock’s note is heard, 
Trilling over the green sward. 


Oh, for our own dear mountain breeze, 
When the months of harvest come! 
The Cuckoo, from a stranger land, 
Calls the sickle’s reaper band, 
While merrily the welkin rings, 
Echoing notes the blackbird sings, 
And the tones of the 
Sound a lament, for the young hero slain. 
Oh, for my own dear mountain breeze, 
‘That fans the land of storied lore! 
There on its plain the tall grey stone, 
Tells of the Druid race now gone, 
cky shore, 
of a warrior now no more! 


And yonder cave, by the ro 
Speaks 


ibroch in musical strain, 
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Oh, that I had the wings of a dove, 

Dying, I’d fly to the land I love, 

Inhale the mountain breeze in death, 

And calmly resign my fluttering breatti. M.A.S 





FOR THE ROSE BUD. 
SYIILES. 


I saw a smile upon the lip, of an infant fair and bright, 

"T'was like a beauteous rainbow, array’d in varied light, 

But its lustre soon had faded, for there came a pearly 
shower, 

And it flew away as lightly, as a sunbeam from a flower 


I watch’d the smile upon the young, the happy mother’s 
face, 

As it rested there in beauty, eid tenderness, and grace; 

Why that shade of strange idolatry, like clouds upon the 
sky? 

Ah! her babe’s fond clasp had ravish’d her—as if he 
could not die. 

I read the short-liv’d smile of hope, in manhood’s noble 
eye, 

And the flashing glance was thrilling, as lightning from 
on high; 

Yet, it dimm’d the soul’s bright tablet, for in its secret 
cell, 

Were foster’d deadliest passions, 
farewell. 

I met the kingly warrior, returning from the plain, 

And I marvell’d, e’ento weeping, how he could smile 


that bid all peace 


again, 

For his sword had struck the death-blow, where a mo- 
ther’s first-born bled, 

And his foot had press’d the red turf, where lay heaps of 
uncall’d dead. 


I squght the smile that linger’d, o’er a fair young slum- 
berer’s brow, 

With a gift so pure and radiant, say, death, what sting 
hadst thou? 

Oh! it whisper'd hope and glory, till Lbow’d myself in 
prayer— 

For I felt the grave was vanquish’d: Heaven’s lasting 
seal was there. A FRIEND. 

Charleston, June, 1833. 





Answer to Eniyma in No. 43. 
Mum. Anna. Deed. Anana, (Pine Apple.) Minim 
WADAM. 

cE . —— 
OST OR STOLEN, recently, near Bennett’s Mills, 
A a part of a set of gold SHIRT STUDS, with 
three initials. The finder will be rewarded by leaving 

tiem at this office. Fine 29 
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Agents fer the Rese Bud. 


JAMES M. BEE, Esq. Charleston, 8S. C. 
CYRUS CARTER, Esq. Savannah, Geo. 
HENRY PARSONS, Esq. Augusta, Geo. 

Mr JOHN COTCHETT, Walterborough, S. C 
E. L. CLARK & CO. St. Louis, Missouri. 








